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the car.  This is as it should be.  New brooms sweep clean.
This pair looks like sweeping me out of the house.
Jan. 5         That unspoiled child Alfred Douglas sends me a
Thursday,    cutting from a letter written  by a " leading
critic ??:
I thought your review of Jimmie Agate's book admirable,
if a thought too magnanimous. He's an odd mixture of
culture and bumptious ignorance, don't you think?
Jan. 6    Lunched at Charlie Openshaw's, sitting on a chair
Friday,   with a brass plate inscribed :
Charles Dickens
GadshilL    June, 1870
Openshaw was trustee and executor for the late Ethel
Dickens, granddaughter of the novelist. She was a retiring
little lady who used to type Barrie's plays, and so much hated
trading on her grandfather's fame that when in my early
days she honoured me by doing a little typing I did not dis-
cover the relationship for more than a year. She was not only
the nicest but the closest human being I ever dealt with.
One day she let out the fact that Barrio's new play was to be
in four acts, and her remorse at this breach of confidence
lasted a month. Ethel was of the old school. Her typewriter,
which she used to bring with her, was so antiquated that it
took the taxi-driver and Fred Webster, my batman, all their
time to get it into the house. Ethel would play on it with old-
world grace, and I soon found that it was a machine which
declined to take down any sentiment less than noble. When
she knew me to be in funds she would eat a midday cutlet;
when she saw bills about she would take nothing but a cup of
tea.
Jan. 7        Literary criticism as it is written to-day:
Saturday.
That tough bit of meat they call Flora MacD. may well
have suited the palate of B. Prince Charlie; but for my part
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